Along the way, you were stopped often by Germans. Whenever the authorities searched your few belongings, they learned the charms of monkey, asap. Your drawings of George, unwrapped from luggage, disarmed everyone who laid eyes on them. Again and again, George brokered your freedom.
in 1941, the first Curious George book was published in the U.S. by Houghton Mifflin. By then, you and George and Mrs. Rey were living at 42 Washington Square South in New York City.
But before that, the first edition in England of your first "curious" book took George's name away from him. Think of all the trouble a limey monkey could have gotten himself into, if King George Vi were assumed to be the namesake of your scampering protagonist. Should Curious George mock a monarch? Call him zozo, instead! Mr. Rey, why don't we miss the tail in him? i didn't, long before i did. is it because George is too much like us? is it because we're ignorant of monkeys? is it because we're unimaginative? i can't picture life with a tail, or life without it for someone whose family all once had one. To me, the tail is just a wraith, nature's joke or-if we must-its mystery. Upon this mystery, or upon its lack, we fix our eyes in order to make up, perhaps, for what we haven't got yet: tail. Know-how. Knowing how to be. Knowing who. Knowing where.
These are the consolations of the edgy and inept observer who can live almost anyplace with anyone, as just a smartish lout.
Mr. Rey, you finally said your monkey was a concocted species, with no real-life primate equivalent. So we might as well conclude now that talk of tail verities is more or less meaningless.
But that's too rational. And i'm still curious.
Kisses, Molly
